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FAITH 
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А FEAST DAY—YET A FAST 


St, Dominic's Day, 1902. 


W HENCE comes it that the tender watchful Shepherd 
Has let me stray 
So far alone amid these dusky mountains 
For this white day ? 
I yearn for all my brethren in the cloister, 
I yearn—and weep : 
Ah ! why is one left lonely in the desert, 
You folded sheep ? 


For me, this gray old fane,* deserted, silent, 
Without, within : 

For you, a crowded church and no remembrance 
Of old-time sin. 

You have the Bread of Life, the Heavenly Banquet, 
I, not one crumb : 

Your gladsome voices chant our Father's praises, 
While mine is dumb. 

* The pre-Reformation church of St, Pancras, Widecombe- 


in-the-Moor, known in the county as “ The Cathedral of the 
Moor." 
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10 MY HEAVEN IN DEVON 


I shrink yet closer in the church's shadow, 
So glad to find 
A shelter from that haunting moorland-spirit, 
- The wild west wind: 
Poor church, whence shone of yore the lamp’s red 
beacon 
For all to see, 
To-day there is no light, no hallowing Presence, 
For you—or me. 


MY WATCH-TOWER 


Dartmoor is of volcanic origin, and every hill is crowned 
by a chaotic mass of granite called a “tor,” the word being 
derived from “ Turris,” a tower. From many of these tors 
the convict prison of Dartmoor can be seen, 


ALONE, alone on this rock-strewn height 
I stand and strain, in the failing light, 
For a glimpse of that most baleful sight, 
The prison walls appalling : 
They stand, from here, ten miles to the west, 
And my tor is the nearest for the quest : 
] seek one captive among the rest, 
To Him my soul is calling. 


"Tis the nearest point whence eyes can see 
Any spot where He dwells Who is more to me 
Than the best on earth can ever be; 

And when my soul is falling, 
I climb this steep for the vision dim 
Of those grim gray walls that shelter Him, 
And over the hill's dividing rim, 

My soul is calling, calling. 

II 
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He does not hear me: I call in vain. 
I must ask no cure for the ceaseless pain, 
Nor hope my daring end to attain, 

My vision so enthralling. 
The convicts are richer far than I, 
For He lives with them and is ever nigh— 
A Captive Himself—to hear the cry 

Of hearts in sorrow calling. 


But me has He cast from before His Face, 
To pine and pine in this desert place, 
Without the prisoners’ means of grace— 
The thought indeed is galling. 
Yet I must not chafe. Should He even kill, 
I would bend my will to His awful will ; 
And unto Him still from this lonely hill 
My outcast soul keeps calling. 


MY CHAPEL 


No stately church with multitudes adoring, 
All one in spirit with the vested priest, 
No Saving Victim for mankind imploring, 
No invitation to the Heavenly Feast. 
Instead, when prying eyes 1 have eluded, 
A grassy garden walled with granite gray, 
Wherein, as in a cloister all secluded, 


The only worshipper, I kneel to pray. 


The only worshipper? Ah no! God's praises 
Arise from all His creatures to His Throne ; 

Your pardon, brethren: you, shy sister daisies, 
Blushing, assure me I am not alone. 


While Brother Sun pours forth his warmth and 
splendour, 

As though to say, “ Thus let thy spirit shine,” 

The hill-wind hymns her praise in cadence tender, 

A brown bee joins his noisy prayers with mine. 


Here, then, the chapel, here the congregation ; 
But where the Tabernacle's Guest Divine? 
My God, Thy Holy Spirit's habitation, 
His “ homeliest home," is but;this heart of mine! 
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OUTCAST 


BLACK night and the hill-wind’s shrill wailing, 
Black moor and the heavens’ cold tears; 

Mine eyes have long sought unavailing, · 
But at last a star beacon appears; 

Though the storm clouds would jealously hide 

her, 

Unflinching she shines on afar, 

Though the tempest’s mad raving may chide her, 
She heeds not, my sentinel star. ` 


And my will is as fixed as her burning, 
My will whose invincible might 

Would live for God though He were spurning 
My spirit out into the night. 

I should be, ’neath His sovereign displeasure, 
His creature, whatever befell, 

And if naught else were left me to treasure, 
I would show forth His justice in hell. 
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A FRIEND AT LAST 
Whit Sunday, 1906. 


HE came to meet me at his abbey gate, 

So glad to greet me that he would not wait ; 

And on his breast, fit emblem of the love 

That reigned therein, the cross with white-winged 
dove : 

While on the warm right hand that closed o'er mine, 

His abbey's “ spousal amethyst” did shine ; 

And me, the outcast from the barren moor, 

He led across the threshold of that door 

Above whose lintel deep the promise © Pax” 

Is carven. At once, I felt the strain relax, 

Loosed by the magic of the holy place; — 

And when I gazed upon the kind, strong face, 

My fear fled too, until to him at last 

I poured forth all—the future, present, past— 

| Then waited for his verdict. 
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And he said : 
“ My child, fear not. You have indeed been led 
By God to do His work in that lone place. 
Return in peace. Go forth before His face 
“To make His home. And in that desert land 
And pathless, where no water is, still stand 
As in His sanctuary, nor turn aside 
Until the day when He too shall abide 
Among those hills again where once He dwelt.” 


Lo ! at his word my frozen heart did melt 

With grateful love. | 
And so 1 said Good-bye, 

And journeyed homewards. All the western sky 

Was black with storm, but through the moorland 

mist 

There glowed the message of an amethyst, 

And o'er the darkening hills, with pinions wide, 

A white dove followed, as the daylight died. 


THE WRECK 
St. Dominic's Day, 1906. 


The wreck of the Sirio in the Mediterranean on the after- 
noon of August 4th, 1906, Feast of St. Dominic. Hundreds 
perished in thisappalling catastrophe, among them the Abbot 
of Buckfast, Dom Boniface Natter, whose body has never 
been recovered. On August 7th, The Morning Post published 
a leader about the wreck, in which account the Abbot was 
mentioned as **kneeling in prayer with the doomed people on 
the sinking ship, until swept away by the waves." 


O my friend, my friend, and is this the end 
When our friendship had scarce begun ? 

My hopes have flown, I am left alone, 
And the light has gone from the sun, 
The light from my life and the sun. 


And the sun's last ray, the death of the day, 
Is worst for the one with sight ; 
The blind do not need the light, so they heed 
No longer the darkness of night : 
But I? Iam lost in the night 
17 2 
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For that sea so blue she has taken you 
And has left not a trace behind ; 

And our sick hearts pine as we seek a sign, 
A sign that we long to find, 
That we seek and never shall find. 


And your amethyst that my lips have kissed 
Is buried beneath the sea, 
The dove has flown. Iam left alone : 
Ah, how will it fare with me 
Now that you and the dove and the amethyst 
. Lie buried beneath the sea? 


AT THE LADY-ALTAR, BUCKFAST 
ABBEY 


St, Dominic: Day, 1907. 


A YEAR ago since that sunset, that close of my 
gladsome day, 

A year since that fateful shipwreck when death 
devoured his prey ; 

My life has grown darker and darker, and now I 
must be bereft 

Of my home, which we must abandon because no 
choice is left. 


AT THE LADY-ALTAR 19 


So, Mary, 1 come to your shrine for an hour of 
light and peace, 

Among your roses and lilies, my sorrows may well 
decrease. 

I dare not kneel before Jesus, so great are my doubts 
and fears, 

But I dare to approach the woman who pities a 
woman's tears. 


My abbot, you see, Madonna, was ne wrong 
when he said 

That Our Lord had brought me to Venton: and 
now that my friend is dead 

And far in the light of Heaven, he sees it clearly at 
last— | 

How Venton itself is going—a dream that is well- 
nigh past. 


And why it was all permitted, or where our mistake 
has been, | 

And why am I such an outcast—God's reasons are 
still unseen. 

I am helpless, bewildered) Mary: I know not 
whither to turn, 

And one thing only is certain—that me you will 
never spurn. 


20 MY HEAVEN IN DEVON 


But now my respite is ended. I take, ere I go, 
from your shrine, 

A blossom to shelter from evil this turbulent heart 
of mine. x 

Pray pardon the theft, Madonna, and let me, your 
child forlorn, 

Prefer the rose to the lily —the rose with its thorn, 
its thorn. 


Good-bye! This hour will ever the sweetest of 
memories be, 

But the calm of the narrow valley, and lilies are 
not for me ; 

My hills are calling their captive back to their 

. glamour and gloom : 

With your rose—and its thorn—in my bosom, 1 

pass from your shriné to my doom. 


HOPE 
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THE SAVING OF VENTON 
September, 1907. 


THE PRAYER, 
I PRAYED and prayed in utter desperation : 
“ Has Heaven indeed so changed you, O my friend, 
That you no longer heed my desolation ? 
For God’s sake now a helping hand extend. 


“Т do not ask to stay. No thought assails me 
To prompt a prayer that might not be His Will. 
I do not ask to go. Now earth’s light fails me 
Send down from Heaven one ray to light me still. 


“One ray from that new sunrise of your glory 
Enkindled at the Godhead’s quenchless fires, 

Oh ! flash athwart this page of life’s dark story, 
To show me only this—what God desires.” 


THE ANSWER. ` 
Thus for nine days, I prayed in desperation ; 
And then, one evening, as I watched the west, 
The sun went down upon my desolation, 
But healing twilight brought the longed-for rest. 
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For lo! a well-loved presence was beside me, 
As lone I lingered by the garden gate, 

And then I knew no harm could e'er betide me, 
For his clear answer held my blesséd fate. 


* Remain at Venton, where your heart's ambition 
At little cost ere long shall be fulfilled ; 

Fear naught, but ponder well my admonition : 
Within these garden walls begin to build." 


THE FULFILMENT. 


In blind obedience to this exhortation, 

The men were summoned to prepare the ground 
When to the delvers, lo! a revelation ! 

A mass of granite on the spot was found. 


There, from the world’s foundations, it was fated 
To lie concealed from man beneath the sod. 

Ah ! chosen stone, it was for this you waited : 
To house at last our Eucharistic God. 


When from this garden rose my prayers and praises, 
I never dreamt that underneath my feet 

The quarry lay whence now our love upraises, 
Among these hills, His long-desired retreat. 


MY FLOWERS 
June, 1908. 


Нв is coming, my flowers, He is coming, 
Your winter is passing away, 

How often, in hope, you have blossomed, 
To die of the endless delay : 

Now I wonder how many among you 
Can live till that August day ? 


You, rose, the queen of the garden, 
In your vesture, regal and red, 
I lack the courage to tell you, 
For I see how you droop your head : 
Do you fear that your reign will be ended, 
And that you, poor rose, will be dead ? 


With a sigh, I pass to you sunflowers, 
Whose glory has not begun : 
You are wiser than rose, for your blossoms 
Will flourish when hers are done ; 
You will wait till your glad gold faces 
You can turn indeed to the Sun. 
25 
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MY HEAVEN IN DEVON 


. Aud here are you burgeoning lilies 


Awaking from sleep with a start, 

At my news that for Him, the Beloved, 
You too must fulfil your part : 

You must stretch in the sunshine, my lilies, 
Till you reach as high as His Heart. 


Now, I whisper a sacred secret | 
To your buds besprent with dew : 
You are nearest His Heart of all flowers, 
You know that my word is true; . 
But another, a tall white lily, 
Is dearer even than you— 
Ah, lilies! a human lily 
Is nearer His Heart than you ! 


A FEAST DAY—NOT A FAST 
St, Dominic s Day, 1908. 


T'wo years have gone since that voyage when death 
. devoured his prey, 

And, Mary, a year has passed since I knelt at your 
shrine that day ; 

Methinks that I must be dreaming, or else that I 
died in my sleep, 

And now have awakened in Heaven ; or are raptures 
of earth so deep? 


For see where I am, Madonna! Within the com- 
pleted walls 

Of my dear little moorland chapel ! ! And, sweetest 
of music, there falls 

On my ear through the open window, the rhythm 
of saw and of plane, 

And the beat of the carpenter's hammer, all ringing 
one glad refrain. 
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For now they are making the altar. At twilight 
when work is done 

I steal alone to the workshop to handle them, one 
by one, 

Those tools on the half-finished altar; and sight is 
clouded with tears 

As I think of how Jesus- handled such tools in His 
mortal years. 


The saw, and the plane, and the hammer, the 
hammer, the plane, and the saw— 

Ah, Mary, you know that music! And now I 
listen in awe, 

For one of the men is singing a canticle, clear and 
low : 

“ How sweet is the love of Jesus!" I wonder how 
he can know ? 


And now I can see God's reasons. My abbot was 
right when he said 

That Our Lord had brought me to Venton; 
though not till my friend was dead 

And safe in the light of Heaven, could he see where 
to find the stone 

That has built me my life's ambition and made 
God's wishes known. 


MY CORPORALS 29 


You remember this rose, Madonna. T've kept it a 
year, you see : 

It was true that the sheltered valley was far too 
narrow for me ; 

And my hills were right when their captive they 
called to their glamour and gloom ; 

But—didn't you smile, Madonna, as homewards I 
sped to my “doom ”? 


MY CORPORALS 
August 10th, 1908. 


“She wrapped Him up in swaddling clothes.”—Luke ii. 7. 


WHILE she stitched at the linen so white and fair 
In an ecstasy of praise, 
Did a vision arise before her there 
Of His handmaids, whom God would raise 
To continue her work with loving care 
Through the whole of His earthly days ? 


Who knows? But, Mary, I well know this: 
Thou didst look with love on me 

As I sewed for Him in unspeakable bliss, 
Thinking and thinking of thee, 

And kissing, with many a secret kiss, 
The linen I loved to see. 
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And now that my labours of love are done, 
Look down from thy realm of light, 

And see them outspread in the August sun 
Bleaching a whiter white : 

As I gaze on them, handle them, one by one, 
Rejoice with me at the sight. 


In less than a week He will come at last, 
After many a weary year. 
Ah ! those weary years! But the time flies fast 
Now that the day is near. 
In the sky long darkened and overcast 
The sun shines hot and clear, 
And it seems as if earthly joys had passed, 
And Heaven itself were here. 


IN THE CORNFIELD 
August 14th, 1908, 


THE twilight hush lies o'er the land, 
And stills the stirring corn, 

The wine-dark hills expectant stand 
And wait to-morrow's morn. 


But when I seek the golden field 
Mine entrance thrills the air, 

The graceful heads their homage yield 
And bow in silent prayer. 


* Alas ! I cannot cull you all : 
Mine is a painful choice ; 

I fain would heed your silent call, 
And bid you al! reioice. 


* It cannot be : these chosen few 
I gather from the rest, 
That now must weep your tears of dew 
And droop by grief opprest.” 
31 
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“Those ears," you plead, “that go with thee 
God's altar to adorn, 

No fuller, fairer, are than we, 
Why leave us here forlorn ?" 


* [ cannot from my purpose swerve 
Nor swell my golden freight, 

Remember that they also serve 
Who only stand and wait. 


* Nay, grieve no more. It is His Will 
That some should stay behind ; 

And ah ! the greatest joy is still 
His will to seek—and find.” 


I turn to go. Throughout the land 
Night's hush bids turmoil cease, 
The waiting wheat-ears silent stand, 

For over them is—peace. 


THE EVE OF THE FIRST MASS 
August 14th, 1908. 


* Open to Me, My love, My dove, My undefiled : for My 
head is full of dew, and My locks of the drops of the night.” 
—Cant. U. 2. 


THE obstacles all have evanished, 
Though they lasted year after year ; 
Our fears are for evermore banished, 
And the priest is safely here ; 
So I lay me down to slumber, 
Though for hours I cannot sleep 
For the thought of God's gifts without 
number 
And His love so deep, so deep. 


I never thought, even in Heaven, ^ 
To taste such joys as are mine— 
A shelter to Jesus given, 
A home to a Guest Divine. 
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But listen ! a footstep is breaking 
The solemn hush of the night, 
And I, am I dreaming or waking, 
As the sound draws near from the height? 


Lo ! it pauses beneath my casement, 
But I dare not rise from my bed, 
For, with deepest of self-abasement, 
My soul thrills through at His tread. 
So longs He, this Lover Immortal, 
So yearns He for night to be past, 
That He waits till the dawn at my portal, 
When I open to Him at last. 


LOVE 
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THE HILLS OF DARTMOOR 
August 15th, 1908. 


“O ye mountains and hills, bless ye the Lord."— Dar. itt. 75. 


As blue as highest heaven, 
As dusk as lowest hell, 
As golden as the sunlight— 
My hills, what is your spell ? 
In all the changing seasons, 
"Tis peace alone that fills 
My spirit at your presence, 
O silent, silent hills ! 


You stand for ever changeless 
To watch the ages roll, 

The ages with their problems 
That fret man's little soul : 

How oft your silent teaching 
Has healed my many ills 

By lifting thought to Heaven, 
O faithful, faithful hills ! 
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MY HEAVEN IN DEVON 


And now I can repay you; 
Look down, my hills, and see 
How at your feet there nestles 
A house for God and me. 
My home is now among you, 
And, wondrous truth, He wills 
Once more to claim your homage, 
O patient, patient hills ! 


In silent shame and sorrow 
You saw Him turned away, 
But now the night is ended, 
And He comes back to-day. 
His light dispels the darkness, 
His word the tempest stills, 
Bow down your rock-crowned summits, 


O eager, eager hills | 


And 1 will leave the window 
So wide that you can see 
The moment of His coming, 
When lifted He shall be 
For all the gladdest worship 
That through creation thrills : 
Ah, then renew your praises, 
You happy, happy hills ! 


THE VENTON STREAM 
August 15th, 1908. 


The word “Venton” is the Celtic for “well ” or “spring.” 
At St, Ives, in Cornwall, there is a spring called “Venton Eia” 
(St. Ia's Well), and in the parish of Ewny Lelant is one 
called “Venton Looly.” 


YEAR in, year out, O faithful friend and servant, 
Among the bogs and boulders of the moor, 

You come with life for all, and fling your fountain 
With lavish love outside our very door. 


For countless ages, under sun and starlight, 
In frost and rain and drought, our sole supply : 
When other sources fail, the folk say proudly, 
“The Venton Spring has never yet run dry.” 


And 1 myself for years have loved and used you, 
Have often tracked you through the golden gorse, 
Up to the bog wherein your limpid waters 
Arise unfailing from some hidden source. 
39 
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And oft, at midnight, in the moorland silence 
I lie and listen to the lonely sound— 
Your rippling voice which sometimes seems com- 
plaining 
As if your final work were still unfound. 


Peace, little friend! Henceforth your cry of craving 
Shall change to praise for this, your great reward: 
Through countless ages have you served His 
creatures, 
And now the time has come to serve the Lord. 


In one short hour your aim will be accomplished : 
I fill the cruet at your crystal flood : 

In one short hour your happy, happy waters 
Will mingle in the Chalice with His Blood. 


THE FIRST CONSECRATION 
August 15th, 1908. 


* My delight is to be with the children of men.” 
Prov, vii. 31. 


THE hour at last : ended the long delay ! 

I deck myself in all my best array 

Of white and blue, His Mother's colours dear, 
To show them to Her Son, on this her day. 


White altar, linen white, white lilies rare, 

And white-robed priest with silver, silver hair ; 
Gold sunlight flooding all and golden wheat— 
Type of the Living Bread—to greet Him there. 


The Mass begins, and sweeps away all thought 
Of self and our delight, and leaves us naught 
Except the sense of the transcendent joy 

Our Saviour feels in all our hands have wrought, 
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At length the priest in solemn silence stands ; 

And then, obedient to Divine commands, 

Takes up the bread, bends low, then kneels—and 
then 

Lifts up His Treasure high in holy hands. 


We raise our eyes to Him : O Blessed Sight ! 

The white, white Host above the lilies white. 

Hail, loving Lord ! we thank Thee most for this, 

That Thou, that Thou hast gained Thy Heart’s 
delight. 


THE FIRST ST. DOMINICS DAY MASS 
August 4th, 1909. 


Look forward, piteous outcast, as you cower, 
By all abandoned, ’neath the gray old tower: 
Through seven long years look forward to this 

feast, 
And tell me what you see. 

* A vested priest; 

A happy maiden veiled in virgin white, 
Assisting at his Mass. O blessed sight !” 


Poor outcast, can you think the vision true? 
And yet, that happy maid is you—is you ! 


If I look backward now, I well might deem 
Those seven long years an unexampled dream : 
For, from our chapel door, not far away, 
I see the tower which sheltered me that day. 
I, from my hallowed home, through happy tears, 
Look back in pity on that maiden's fears, 
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And then my prayerful thoughts return once more 
To him who waited at his abbey door 

Years later. And his words come back to me, 
Like ceaseless echoes of the eternal sea— 

‘Those words of pregnant prophecy that said : 

“ My child, fear not. You have indeed been led 
By God to do His work in that lone place. 
Return in peace. Go forth before His Face 

To make His home. And in that desert land 
And pathless, where no water is, still stand 

As in His sanctuary, nor turn aside 

Until the day when He too shall abide 

Among those hills again where once he dwelt." 


Ah, how I grieve for all the pain I felt ! 

For, looking back along life's path, I see 
How, all the way, his love has guarded me. 
And now I know that ever through life's mist 
Will shine the message of an amethyst ; 

And o'er the hills of time, with pinions wide, 
A dove still follows where the shadows glide. 


UNDER MY ROOF 


August 13th, 1909. 


Dear Lord, 1 wanted one thing more 
To make my joy complete : 

It was that Thou shouldst see the house, 
My home, my calm retreat. 

I longed to show Thee all my things, 
And ask Thee to admire ; 

It seemed a foolish wish, but 'T'hou 
Hast granted my desire. 


This blessed sickness T'hou hast sent 
To keep me to my room ; 
And here I lie awaiting 'T'hee. 
A lily in full bloom 
Adorns my eastern window-sill, 
For Thee I placed her there ; 
The sun shines in, the casements wide 
Admit the perfumed air. 
45 
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How sweet it is, my hill-girt home ! 
And Thou wilt see it all : 

The Devon ware, the old oak beam, 
The pictures in the hall — 

(My mother's paintings of the moor 
That show her artist's powers) — 
The granite hearth, my cuckoo-clock 

That tells the happy hours. 


Ah, listen ! I can hear the bell 
Outside the chapel door, 

And now the footsteps echoing 
Along the entrance floor. 

Now, rustling robes upon the stair— 
Thou art inside my home !— 

The red-robed priest stoops o'er my bed— 
How sweet of Thee to come ! 


THE HEART OF THE MOOR 
| September 3rd, 1909. 


There are some 150 tors on Dartmoor, Bellever being the 
centre of them all. It stands 1,500 feet above sea-level, and 
is known as “ the heart of the moor.” 


WE stood alone on Dartmoor’s heart of rock, 
Brought forth in primal ages by the shock 
Of earthquake and eruption, from the gloom 
Of mother earth’s volcanic fire-filled womb. 


There lay the moor unrolled before our eyes: 
Chain after chain of tors that sought the skies 
With jaggéd summits, where the pearl-white mist 
Clung round their forms of dusky amethyst. 

No farms were seen, no flocks, no sign of life 
To mar the peace with hint of human strife, 
Only the wind-swept hills that ever foil 

Man's wish to violate their virgin soil : 
Unconquered and unsullied, lo ! they stand, 

Age after age, still fresh from God’s own hand. 
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We gazed in silence till the priest knelt down, 
Took out his knife, and there, on Bellever”s 
Crown, 
Cut deep a cross: then all his yearning broke 
Impetuous forth, and, white with pain, he spoke : 
« Oh ! look at God's own hills, and think of those, 
Christ's native hills: of Olivet whence He rose 
To Heaven ; of Thabor where His glory shone, 
More gold than day, on Peter, James, and John ; 
Of Calvary's heaving breast whereon He died ; 
Of midnight watches on the mountain side ; 
The mountain where He preached ; and Nazareth, 
Among whose hills He dwelt wellnigh till death ; 
The hills of Bethlehem where He was born— 
Ah ! gladly would 1 come some summer morn, 
And offer Mass upon this rock, that He 
Once more some purple-vested hills might see, 
While lifted up in mystic death on high, 
Between this virgin earth and virgin sky.” 
He paused, and stood absorbed in silent prayer, 
While I stepped back a pace and watched him 
there. 
Encased in chastity's own armour white, 
Yet hot, more hot than fire, this virgin Knight, 
Anointed for the service of the King, 
At whose command Sir Knight would lightly fling 
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His life away : and not to God alone 

But unto man would the same love be shown. 

Most rare? А saint? A seer? Thank Heaven! 
No! No! 

Only a priest as priests are here below : 

A common priest who treads life's common way, 

Like thousands of them in God's world to-day. 


The silence deepened till the gray-green rush 
Near by, awoke, and trembled at the hush. 


Then low within my soul I spoke to God: 

“Thou knowest if priestly foot has ever trod 

Before on Bellever's rock, whence now I make 

An offering unto Thee for Christ's dear sake. 

Since Thou art mine, all lesser things are mine: 

Look, then, upon this priest—my priest and 
Thine— 

Who yearns to offer from this rock the one 

Unbloody rite whose victim is “Thy Son. 

Yet since this may not be, my soul I lift 

In praise, and offer ‘Thee the next best gift 

To Christ Himself. As here the victim stands, 

Accept the unbloody offering from my hands : 

Instead of Christ from him, I beg of Thee, 

Thy priest, an a/ter Christus, take from me." 
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A GOLDEN DAY 
May 26th, 1910. 


The formal permission for Reservation of the Blessed 
Sacrament at Venton House was received on the morning of 
Corpus Christi. 


HERE at last the precious scripture, deed of Golden 
Gift to be : 

How my eager eyes devour it, royal charter writ for 
me ! 


Clasping close the priceless treasure, all my soul with 
gladness thrills, 

As I seek St. Mary's Abbey, down the golden gorse- 
clad hills. 


Thus I gain the sheltered valley, where no wind 
blows ever cold, 

All among the fields of king-cups, Nature's fields of 
cloth of gold. 
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Then the Mass with golden vestments shining 
through a golden mist— 

Incense floating, organ pealing, altar by long sun- 
beams kissed. 


Gold procession through the garden, canopy whose 
dazzling folds 

Hover o’er the golden Monstrance, brightest gold of 
all the golds. 


In a golden trance of rapture, golden ring on strong 
right hand 

Holding tight my golden charter, gladdest I in all 
the land. 


Back again through golden meadows, where the 
“ golden gladdie " * trills, 

Pass I to the sun-gilt moorland, to my home among 
the hills, 


W here the golden climax waits me, flashing through 
the chapel door : 

Gleaming tabernacle ready !—Gold my life for ever- 
more. 


* The Dartmoor name for the Y ellow-hammer. 


FURNISHING THE TABERNACLE 
May 31st, 1910. 


AN evening of dazzling glory, after a morning of 
rain, 

For, as I enter the chapel, the sun looks out again : 

He opens the dove-gray curtains that veiled his 
radiant face 

To watch me adorn the room as a Kingly dwelling- 
place. 


I leave the door and the windows so wide that they 
all can look, 

The sun and the hills and the clouds, at the chapel's 
every nook : 

The light floats in uninvited, on golden quivering 
wings, 

While the restless home-wind follows and Compline 
softly sings. 
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And now, Madonna, be with me. For counsel my 
glad heart pleads— 

Pray notice all I have done for my Royal Guest 
and His needs : 

The lady of every house, you know, is so jealous for 
a guest 

That she deigns to help her handmaids prepare his 
place of rest ! 


I hope there is nothing forgotten. Here is the 
golden key 

With which I unlock the chamber. Look in, 
sweet Mother, and see 

If this little house recalls another * House of Gold," 

That was once His nine months’ shelter in 
marvellous days of old. 


And here are the silken curtains to drape around 
His bed— 

You remember the time when He lacked a place 
where to lay His head ? 

O Mother—with tears I say it—your heart must 
indeed have been sore 

When you wept in His empty room by the couch 
He would use no more. 
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But I must not linger weeping. See, here is the 
bed so fair 

Of mingled gold and silver; and o'er it, with jealous 
care, 

I spread the embroidered cover my awestruck hands 
have wrought ; 

And now that my work is finished, I kneel absorbed 
in thought. 


Madonna, no man can wonder He loved to live 
with you, 

In a humble hill-girt village, unknown except to 
a few ; 

But it breaks my heart, O Mary, to think that He, 
that He 

Should come to another village and dwell with a 
maid like me. | 


RESERVATION 


June 2nd, 1910. 


AT last the Mass which brings the lasting Presence, 
For which my hungry soul has often pined ; 

No half-hour visit now : this Consecration 
Will leave Our Lord behind. 


But, first, there comes a joy that brims my measure; 
Before the Mass, the priest permits this grace : 
Within the new ciborium my fingers: 
The altar breads may place. 


With trembling unanointed hands, half fearful 
Yet wholly glad, I tenderly take up 

The chosen five and, one by one, I lay them 
Within the uncovered cup. 


How white they glimmer in the gold reflected ! 
«Like pearls," suggests my fancy, in a trice: 

“They will be changed till every host is truly 
The Pearl beyond all price." 
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The Mass begins. “Then over my oblation, 
Untouched by priestly hands, the words are said— 

Those awful words by which the Word Incarnate 
Assumes the form of bread. 


O Miracle of Love! That bread I offered 
Is now transformed into your Flesh Divine. 
Dear Lord, it looks as though You longed to find 
there 
No other touch than mine ! 


THE LIGHTING OF THE LAMP 


June 2nd, 1910. 


THE Mass is done: Lord, Thou art here. 
Fulfilled at last my last desire, 
To kindle here a ruddy fire 

And cast its message far and near. 


Wellnigh four hundred years have gone 
Since Thou wast driven forth in shame, 
And through those centuries this flame 

Among these hills has never shone, 


The ages that have passed away ! 
The many who have lived and died 
With longing eyes unsatisfied, 
That craved this light we see to-day ! 


How passing strange it is that I 
Should thus be called to light it now ; 
Why shouldst Thou such a grace allow 
To such a sinner? Why, Lord, why? 
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And why this year of all the years, 
This day of all the days? Why choose 
Poor feeble me, lest 1 should lose 

What others lost, with hopeless tears ? 


The instrument, the time, the place 
Have all been chosen, Lord, by Thee ; 
Not mine to question or to see, 


Mine but to praise Thee to Thy Face. 


Yea, look on me as here I kneel 
Beneath Thy lamp's unsetting star, 
Thou knowest what my cravings are, 
Thou knowest what I think and feel. 


By this, Thy lamp alight once more 

With olive oil that shall not fail, 

Oh ! let my heart-felt prayer prevail — 
This prayer I never prayed before. 


Behold Thine Olive bending here: 
Oh ! may her life fulfil its part, 
And in the lamp of her red heart 

Consume before Thee, still and clear. 


THE FIRST DAY TOGETHER 


June 2nd, 1910. 


LEAVING the love-red lamp alight, 
Now pass I to my daily round. — 

What joy to think Thou art in sight 
And listening, Lord, to every sound ! 


My breakfast first, with garden door 
Wide open to a hungry brood 

Of sparrows who, about the floor 
And on the step, chirp loud for food. 


Thy creatures are they, one and all, 

These birds whom long my hands have fed. 
And Thou hast heard my spirit call 

And fed me with the Living Bread. 


And next the letters. Many a friend 
Exults with me that Thou art here ! 
Lo! as I read, the tear-drops blend 
With smiles, at all their words so dear. 
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Then back to chapel with a pile 
Of all my writings of the past, 

To show Thee, Lord. And wilt Thou smile 
To see me with my books at last ? 


And now I sit beside the stream : 
I cannot tear myself away 

To take my usual walk. "I'would seem 
Like waste of this most precious day. 


For apt excuses now I make 

To stay at home! And I would fain 
Implore the day-star not to take 

A feast which cannot come again. 


The hours fly on, Yet as each flies 

Thou hearest my cherished cuckoo-clock, 
While from the hillside come the cries 

Of cuckoos who my cuckoo mock ! 


From stall and shed and manger near 
Float in the noises heard of yore ; 

Dear Lord, does it delight Thine ear 
To listen to them all once more? 


So day declines. As darkness falls 

We hear the home-bound labourer pass, 
The cattle answering to their calls, 

The weary horse go back to grass. 


OUR LADY OF THE EUCHARIST бт 


Thus ends the simple daily round, 
A type of many days to be. 

Dear Jesus, hast 'T hou also found 
This day a happy day for “Thee ? 


OUR LADY OF THE EUCHARIST 


June 2nd, 1910. 


I KNEEL before His altar throne 
And lift my face up to His Face, 
To give Him thanks for her, alone 
The perfect creature of our race. 
At every turn of life's rough road 
One perfect love He never missed, 
And from a woman's heart it flowed, 
Our Lady of the Eucharist. 


Throughout His life thy love was there, 
Thou ne'er didst fail thy Blessed Son, 
And I, weak mortal, with thee share, 
One portion of His life—but one. 
His Sacramental Life is mine, 
Upon that Life all lives subsist : 
His Sacramental Life was thine, 
Our Lady of the Eucharist. 
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And still that life is thine to-day, 
Where’er Thy Son is, there art thou ; 

And since with me He deigns to stay, 
Oh, surely thou art near me now, 

To share His first day ’neath my roof— _ 
This joy thy heart could not resist, — 

Nor keep from His new home aloof, 
Our Lady of the Eucharist. 


Now teach me, pray, thy secrets sweet, 
How best to live my life for Him. 
First, make my soul with faith replete, 

Yea, fill it to its very brim. 
Ah ! make me somewhat like to thee, 
That pride in me may not exist, 
To pain His sweet Humility, 
Our Lady of the Eucharist. 


And, last, oh ! give me of thy love, 
That woman's heart may once again 
On life's rough road a solace prove, 
Where He for comfort seeks in vain. 
When others wound His Heart anew 
And in their vileness still persist, 
Oh, may He ever find me true, 
Our Lady of the Eucharist ! 


GOOD-NIGHT ! 


June and, 1910. 


"Tris time for bed, yet, Lord, I linger 
Outside Thy walls, 

To watch Thy lamp illume the windows 
As darkness falls. 

No sound except the fitful bleating 
Of folded sheep, 

W ho seem to thank the watchful shepherd, 
Though half asleep. 

The moor-wind folds her restless pinions 
Beside Thy door, 

Arrested by this blood-red glimmer 
Ne'er seen before. 

The sable hills keep guard, unsleeping. 
With crescent crown 

And blue-black robe adorned, full gladly | 
The night looks down, 

Down from her star-set throne in heaven, 
So high, so far, 
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And offers welcome to the coming 
Of earth's new star. 

Now, Lord, I must be brave and leave Thee : 
I fain would stay 

With her, the favoured night, adoring 
Till dawn of day. 

It cannot be. So, like the bleating 
Of folded sheep, 

My thoughts shall stir at times to praise Thee 
The while I sleep. 


MY CHAPEL REVISITED 


Tuose simple prayers of ours which seldom faltered 
Were dearer than we thought, to God more 
sweet, 
Or He would not, my brethren, so have altered 
This garden chapel where again we meet. 


We little thought when forth our praise we sounded, | 
That one day there would rise from out the sod 

Whereon I knelt, where daisy blooms abounded, 
These granite walls which proudly shelter—God. 


At least, I wonder! Did you feel that granite 
Against your heart-strings, daisies, as you pushed 
Your living fibres down and longed to span it ? 
You shy, sly things! "Then that was why you 
blushed ! 


You blush to be found out, you modest daisies : 
Well, blush there, on His altar till the night. 
And now, my brethren, let us voice His praises 
Once more—this time beneath the lamp’s red 
light. 
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Come, Brother Sun, pour through the open casement, 
- Your floods of glory to adorn His shrine, 

You hill-wind, murmur low your glad amazement, 

While brown bee joins his noisy prayers with mine. 


Yes, here the chapel, here the congregation, 
And here the Tabernacle’s Guest Divine. 
My God, Thy Spirit's dearest habitation 
Is still a Heart—though not this heart of mine ! 


THE DART 


There is an old legend on the moor, which says that a 
certain cry of the river in autumn is a demand for a heart. 
The saying is embodied in a rough couplet : 


* River of Dart, river of Dart, 
Every year thou demandest a heart." 


ALONE with the wailing river, here in an eerie 
glade, 

"Mid black mysterious fir-trees, that cast their dusky 
shade 

Athwart her troubled waters, and echo back her cry, 

While the light behind their branches fades in the 
green-gold sky. 


O river, whose night-black waters refuse to reflect 
the trees, 

Upon whose restless bosom no shadow can lie at 
ease, 

Save the quickbeam's* vivid scarlet, a stain on your 
sullen flood, 

A pool of quivering colour, red as arterial blood. 

* «Quickbeam " is the Dartmoor name of the mountain ash. 
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Men dread to hear in autumn your hungry cry, O 
Dart ! 

Demanding your yearly tribute, the gift of a living 
heart ; 

Tell me your ghostly secret: with life must your 
life be fed ? 

And you ask for life at its highest—a human heart, 
*tis said. 


Y ou wail and moan and whisper, still in an unknown 
tongue,  — 

The tongue that your eager waters spake when the 

world was young, 

The speech you will speak to the end of time when 
you cease to flow, 

And why for a heart you clamour never a man may 
know. - 


But to you I can tell my secret. As deep calls unto 
deep 

You stir my soul’s still waters and make them thrill 
and leap: 

I too demand a tribute, a throbbing, living toll, 

For my life must feed on life and my soul must feed 
on soul, 
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I also cry for a heart, and my Lover gives it to me— 

Nay, do not murmur and mutter and say, “This 
cannot be." 

I tell you it is, though you may never have heard it 
before ; i 

Listen—and sing of the wonder, O river, for ever- 
more. 


Yearly you cry for a heart: daily a heart must be 
mine, 

A living, infinite Heart, a human Heartand Divine: 

So he gives me Life at its highest, my body and 
soul to feed, 

In His Eucharistic love-feast—a Heart and a Life 
indeed ! 


A MOTH 


WHILE striving an entrance to gain 
To the Ark Eucharistic, 

On the altar at Mass you were slain, 
You poor little mystic ! 


« The desire of the moth for the star "— 
But you died ere attaining! 
“The devotion to something afar "— 
.. Was it worth all your straining? 


Did you feel to be safe from man's sight 
Concealed ’neath the curtain ? 

And were you so dazzled with light 
That attainment seemed certain ? 


As weak as an infant's first breath 
Full of craving unuttered, 
Yet strong in their purpose till death 
Were your wings while they fluttered, 
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Poor moth, thus so suddenly killed 
In your final endeavour, 

My spirit with anguish is thrilled 
By your wings, quiet for ever. 


But to die before gaining the whole, 
Is it really bereavement ? 

As long as we strive towards the goal, 
What matters achievement ? 


Strain upwards, my soul, to your Star, 
Till, perforce, you cease straining, 
And leave to that Someone afar 
The time of attaining. 


MY WATCH-TOWER REVISITED 


ALONE, alone on this rock-strewn height 

I stand and gaze at a gladsome sight, 

W hereon from the west, the blood-red light 
Of the summer sun is blazing: 

"lis a roof of thatch that mine eyes behold, 

Which the hills in their mighty arms enfold, 

For a Captive dwells 'neath that roof of gold 
W hom all my mind is praising. 


"Tis the nearest hill whence eyes can see 
That place where He dwells Who is more to me 
Than the best on earth can ever be, 

The place we have been upraising : 
And I climb this tor for the vision clear 
Of my home—and His—so near, so near, 
And Him Who is now my Captive here, 

Him all my heart is praising. 
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He heard, in the past, my cry of pain, 
He would not allow me to call in vain, 
Though I never thought my end to attain, 
That vision so amazing. 
But I hold at last this golden key, 
Which locks His cell; -and while life shall be 
I never will set my Captive free, 
W hom all my soul is praising. 


MY GUEST 


“I was a Stranger, and you took Me in." — Matt. xxv. 35. 


My Jesus, firmly I believe 
That Thou hast come to stay, 

My loving heart Thou couldst not grieve 
By ever going away. 

Thy corporal Presence will remain— 
But, Jesus, what of mine? 

The day must come when ne'er again 
My life shall wait on 'T'hine. 


Old age my lissom limbs will cramp, 
These willing hands in time 

Will lack the strength to tend the lamp 
First lighted in my prime; 

These feet which no fatigue can lame 
Will fail and, all too fast, a 

Within my heart's red lamp the flame 
Must flicker out at last, 
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And then, O Lord, how wilt thou fare 
With none to succour Thee ? 

Thou knowest now that all the care 
Thou needest comes from me, 

That I alone received Thee here, 
For closed was every door 

Save mine, and, at my death, I fear, 
Thou canst remain no more. 


Ah Jesus, pity Thy poor child ! 
These tears for 'T'hee alone 

Are shed, and all my terrors wild 
Are all for Thee, my Own! 

My dark forebodings do not vex 
Thy Heart: Thou canst forgive 

Once more the frailty of my sex 
And bid my peace re-live 


By promising that some true friend 
Shall come when I depart 
This mortal life, to save and tend 
Thy home, O Sacred Heart! 
Thy heaven and mine still may it be 
Whence ne'er my soul need roam, 
And may my spirit never see 
Thee outcast from my home! 


75 


PRAISE 


“We praise Thy name for ever ; yea, for ever and ever.” 
Te Deum. 


AND now, dear Lord, one thing alone remaineth— 
Unending praise. 

Petition, intercession, reparation 
Of bygone days, 

All flee away before Thy gracious Presence, 

| As earth will flee, 

When these and other mortal things are ended 

For Thee, by Thee. 


Thou knowest how, for years, I have petitioned 
In this lone place; 
Now bid me stand for naught else but thanksgiving 
Before T'hy Face ; 
Let one frail soul begin her work eternal 
While waiting here, 
Let one glad voice among earth’s weeping voices - 
Rise soft and clear. 
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I praise Thy name for ever, yea, for ever; 
And praise will stay 

Throughout eternity when other worship 
Has passed away. 

So, all my life, one thing alone remaineth— 
Unending praise ; 

I fain would be Thine angel * in this desert 
Through all my days. 


For in my brightest visions I can picture 
No better lot e 

Than praising Thee for all the graces given 
In this blest spot. 

And here, when death shall take all imperfection 
Away at last, 

My soul will stay to give Thee perfect worship 
Till earth has passed, | 


* The Spaniards have a tradition that in every place where 
Mass has been said, God puts an angel to adore Him there 
till the end of the world. 


UNTO THIS LAST 


St, Dominic’s Day, 1910. 


My friend, my friend, that was not the end: 
My fulness of joy has begun. 

I am not alone, for a light is thrown 
On my life, though not from the sun— 
"Tis a light more dear than the sun. 


And this love-red light illumines the night 
At whose darkness I repined, 
While this heart of mine as I see the sign, 
Rejoices at last to find, 
Though it is not you that I find. 


For this lamp, my sun, is the sign of One 
Whose Abiding here it shows ; 
It speaks of a Heart that no death can part 
From mine—where the red love glows, 
Of a Heart whence the love-light glows. 
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And till Dawn you wait at another Gate 
Set in a jasper wall, 

At a Gate of Pearl where the dove will furl 
Her wide white wings at your call, 
Her weary wings at your call. 


And your amethyst that my lips have kissed 
We shall find by another Sea ; 

For earth's sea will have fled and restored our dead— 
Ah ! well will it be for me, 

With you and the dove and the amethyst 
All safe by the Crystal Sea. 


R. &* T. Washbourne, Líd., 1, 2 E 4 Paternoster Row, London. 
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THE STANDARD says: “It is to be hoped that Miss Parr's very 
beautiful and touching story will have the success it deserves. Those who 
remember her ‘ Back Slum Idylls’ will turn eagerly to her next volume. 
In that earlier work she was revealed as a writer who knew her subject at 
first-hand, and knew it with a sanity, a geniality, and a wisdom that were 
delightful to witness. The first thing that will strike the reader of this new 

` ‘slum idyll’ is the sincerity of it. It is written from a strong Roman 
Catholic standpoint, but the subject itself is so universal in its appeal that 
it should attract every reader, apart entirely from the question of sect. . . . 
Miss Parr’s book is not a novel in the ordinary sense of the word. Its value 
is in its sincerity in its truly magnificent appeal for charity to those who 
have gone under. At the same time, it is no soft sentimental charity that 
the writer advocates—she is excellently practical, with a strong sense of 
humour. Hers is not a love that bends down from an infinite distance and 
allows a patronising pity to fall around the poor suppliants. It is rather a 
charity of an absolute equality—that knows no barrier of birth, and that 
sees in crimes committed only the actual revelation of a universal inheritance 
of sin. This story of Magdalen, the murderess who became a saint, is 
worthy of everyone’s attention, even though it be only for a brief moment. 
No one can read it without feeling its vivid and actual appeal. It deals 
with life as it is—and yet it is optimistic.” 


THE TIMES, Boston, U.S.A., says: ‘The Boston Times is, in a way, 
a very cosmopolitan journal : that is to say, it is read by people of all classes 
and conditions, by persons of nearly every religious faith and creed, and 
even by those who have none. This is the reason why all kinds of books 
are reviewed in this department. . .. Thus it happens that to-day I am 
giving considerable space to one of the very best religious novels it has been 
my privilege to read in a long while. It is entitled ‘A Red-Handed Saint,’ 
and is one of the most entertaining and wholesome books in literary history. 
It is a tale of woman’s influence, not in the political world as suffragettes, 
but as sisters and mothers who are striving to help their kind, and its pages 
are brimful of ennobling devotion. 

** The story is about a murderess, but, in repentance, she is so sweetly 
good as to be almost a saint, yet is not sanctimonious. . . . This incom- 
parable story is a most absorbing one, in which piety, pathos, and humour 
are happily blended. The author is a very gifted woman, and a graceful, 
charming writer. . . . In this new book she has drawn the criminal 
characters and several others from life; consequently, the story possesses 
a realism and an interest not to be attained by imaginary plots. Nothing in 
fiction can compare with the real living persons, and it is seldom that we are 
fortunate enough to secure such practically unique matter, treated by a 
virile pen.” 
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